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He was a great despot in the theatre, no tyrant could have
been more exacting, though no ruler more beloved.

It was only when he had left the theatre that he seemed to
put on his more human mood.

Those long drives with him through the park, through
melancholy suburbs, through sunset-lighted roads, and back
again in the lamplight.

My father, though he professed to love the country, in reality
had no sympathy for rustic living, he would tell me as we drove
along how wicked country people were, pointing with a sinister
finger at some criminal or merely idiotic face, and assuring me
that Cockneys were the only good people.

When he stayed in country houses, after the first hours of
dozing upon lawns, and climbing stiles, he would go back to the
house humming a tune and furtively looking for the Bradshaw.

In America, when we saw the Grand Canon together, he stood
on the cliff with a smile of puzzled wonder at the barren beauty
of those abysmal twilights and torch-like peaks, for he could
only see them as the solemn background of human existence,
the vast theatre of man's emotions, labours and progress. But
there was no life in the scarred hollows beneath us, so he turned
away with relief to the little Indian camps huddled among the
snow.

It was to London that he belonged, or rather his brain and
body belonged to London, though in his spirit I think he be-
longed to no land; he seemed like an exile from some country
whose name he had forgotten, but whose beauty came back to
him and left his eyes bewildered at gazing upon things to which
he had no kin. Most men bear traces of their environment,
are typical of some place or age or coterie, but he seemed always
the singular being, a wanderer from far roads whose dust had
not dimmed his face, a seeker for some star whose rays had
dazzled his eyes,

It was this aloofness that gave him a curious distinction
among all gatherings of people, in all streets of all cities, so that
strangers would turn to watch him questioningly, wondering
whence he came.

He had a great admiration for the gipsies and their music,
and told me that he had once resisted an impulse to visit